


houes labour s loJ$. 

Thine in the dearefi dejigne ofindufriei, 

Don Adriano de Anna; ho. 

Thus doft thou htarethc Ncmcan Lion roare, 

Gainlt thee thou Lsmbe that fiandcftas his p ray; 

Submifliue fall his princely fc et before, 

And he from forrage will incline to play. 

But if thou ilriue )poore foule) what art thou then ? 

Foode for his rage,rcpaiture tor his den. 

<j)u. What plume of feathersis he that indited this Letter ? 
VVhat veme ?What Wethcrcocke . ? Did you euer hcarc better? 
Boy I am much decciucd, but I remember the ftile. 

Ellcj your memory is bad, going oreit ere while. 

B oy. This esirmado is a Spaniard that keepes here in coutt« 
A PhantaGme a Monorchc,and one that makes 1 port 
To the Prince and his Booke-matcs. - 

Qtt. Thou fellow, a word. 

Who gaue thee this Letter f 
Clow. I told you my Lord. 

Qa. T o whom fhould’ft thou giuc it; 

Clow. From ray Lord to my Lady. 
du. From which Lord, to which Lady. 

C le. From my Lord Berowne a good mailer of mincj 
To a Lady of France , that he call'd Rof aline. 

Thou halt miftaken his Letter. Ceme Lords away. 
Heerc fweet, put vp this, ’twill be thine another day. Exeunt, 
Boy. Whoisthclhooter? Who is the (hooter? * 

Rofa. Shall I teach you to know. 

Boy. I mycontinentof Beautie. 

Rofa. WhylhethacbcarestheBow.Finelyput off. 

Boy. My Lady goes to kill homes, but if thou marric. 

Hang me by thenccke,if homes that years mifcarric. 

Finely put on. 

Rofa. Well then, Tam the (hooter. 

Boy, And who is your Deere ? 

Rofa. Ifwcchoofeby the homes, your felfe come not neare. 
Finely put on indeede, 

Maria, You hill w rangle with her Boyet, and flie (Trikes ac 
ttebrow. — 

B'oyet « 


Lottes Labour s lofl . 

Boyet. Butfliffher felfe is hit lower. 

Hauelhither tiow. 

Rofa. Shall I come vpon thee with an old faying, that was a 
man when King Pippin of France was a little boy, as touching 
the hit it. 

Boyet. So I may anfwere thee with one as old that was a wo- 
man whenQueene Cjuinoucr of Brittains was a little wenches 
touching the hit it. 

Rofa. Thoucanft not hit it.fcitit, hit it. 

Thou canftnot hit it my good man. 

Boy. I cannot, cannot, cannot:. 

And I cannot, another can. Exit*. 

Clo. By my troth mod pleafanc, how both did fit if. 

Mar. A marke maruellous well (hot, for they both did hit 
Boy.h. Mark,0 marke but that marke:a nrnkc (ayes my Lady.. 
Let the marke haue a pneke in’c, to une. t at, if it may be. 

Mar. Widea’thbowhand,yfaithyourhandisour. 

C/o. Indeede a'mull flioote nearer, or litde nc’re hit the clout. 
Boy, And ifmy hand be out, then bcbkc your hand is in. 
Glow. Then will lhe get the vpftioot bv cleaumg the is in. 
tJWa. Come, come, you talke greafily, your lips grow foule.'. 
Clow. She’s too hard for you at pricks, fir challenge her to 
houle. 

Boy. I fcare too much rubbing : good night my good Qule«. 
Clo. By my foule a S waine, a mod fimpie Clowne. 

Itord, Lord, how theLadies and I haue put him downs. 

O my troth molt iwcet lefts, molt income vulgar wit, 

When it comes fofmoothly of£-fooblcenely,as it werefo fit,. 
Armathor ach to the fide, O a molt dainty man. 

To fee him walke before a Lady, and to bearc her Fan. 

To (ee him k i lie his hind, and now molt fweetly a will f wears ° 
And his Page at other fide, that handfull of wit, 

Ah heauens, it is molt patheticall nit. 

SowU.fcwla. „ , Ll B,",,.. 

Shootc with him;. 

Enter Bull , Holof ernes, the fPedant and Nathaniel; 

mu ' 
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